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The good Italian authors are, in my mind, but few; I mean authors of invention; for there are, undoubtedly, very good historians, and excellent translators. The two poets worth your reading, and I was going to say, the only two, are Tasso and Ariosto. Tasso's Gierusalemme Lib&rata is altogether unquestionably a fine poem, though it has some low, and many false thoughts in it: and Boileau very justly makes it the mark of a bad taste, to compare le clinquant du Tasse, cL lor de Vvrgile. The image, with which he adorns the introduction of his Epic Poem, is low and disgusting ; it is that of a froward, sick, puking child, who is deceived into a dose of necessary physic by du bon-bon. The verses are these:
Cosi all' egro fanciul porgiamo aspersi Di soavi bcor gh orli del vaso: Succlu amari ingannato in tan to ei beve, E dall' inganno suo vita riceye.
However, the poem, with all its faults about it, may justly he called a fine one.
If fancy, imagination, invention, description, cfec. constitute a poet, Ariosto is, unquestionably, a great one. His Orlando, it is true, is a medley of lies and truths, sacred and profane, wars, loves, enchantments, giants, mad heroes, and adventurous damsels; but then, he gives it you very fairly for what it is, and does not pretend to put it upon you for the true Epopee, or Epic Poem. He says,
Le Donne, i Cavalier, 1'arme, gli amori, Le coiteaie, 1'audaci impreae, io canto.
The connections of his stories are admirable, his reflections just, his sneers and ironies incomparable, and